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ever, his wide, bright eyes glowing beneath the
still abundant but now snow-white hair, his whole
face mellowed by the years, shining with the
beauty of holiness. Twice a day his yet active
figure, extremely neat, extremely simple, without
buckle or ruffle (no Methodist was allowed to
wear a ruffle), the uniform black relieved only
by the white bands of a Church of England par-
son, would mount the pulpit and exhort in a
scarcely failing voice, sometimes for three hours
on end, for if he found the people loving he would
not know how to stop, and would begin over and
over again. And visible upon his face, no longer
quite so awesome, there dwelt an all-pervading
serenity : for he had done his work, had provided
for the further governance of the society, and,
looking back upon all that he had done, he saw
that it was good. " I never fret," he wrote to,
of all people, his wife. The only danger was that
he might become too serene. " Many years ago,"
he wrote in 1785, " I was saying, e I cannot
imagine how Mr. Whitefield can keep his soul
alive, as he is not now going through honour and
dishonour, evil and good report, having nothing
but honour and good report attending him
wherever he goes/ It is now my own case . . .
I am become, I know not how, an honourable
man. The scandal of the cross is ceased." His
early troubles, distractions, periods of deep de-
pression, faded out of his memory so completely
that he declared that he had never felt more than